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(Vor. IV. 


AGNES ADDISON. ! 


(Continued from page 170.) 


MR. MATTHEWS was a most 
eccentric character; he did not make 
the least objection to the marriage, but, 
in the presence of his wife and eldest 
daughter, performed the ceremony. It 
was late in the evening when they re- 
turned. Poor Mr. Morrison, when 
he missed his child from their accus- 
tomed early dinner, and when the } 
evening advanced without bringing 
her, trembled with a sad foreboding of 
some dreadful calamity. At length | 
the door opened, and Mr. Thompson | 
entered, almost carrying in his trem- | 
bling bride. “ Bless your children,” >| 
said he, kneeling at his feet. Helen | 
attempted to speak, but the words died 
away on her cold and bloodless lips, 
and she sunk lifeless on the floor. The 
old man raised her in his arms, and 
wept bitterly over her. ‘You, you 
are her destroyer, Gilbert Thompson! 
See here, the pale victim of thy love! 
But, Oh, Father! forgive them both ; 
avert the dreadful fate I see hanging 
over their heads; on this aged head 
alone let it fall, and spare my children!” 
-Helen was carried to bed, and Mr. 
-"Fhompson endeavoured to soothe the 
afflicted father. ‘* The worst that can 











ensue is the loss of my uncle’s favor,” 
said he, “and am [ not blest with 
youth and strength ? For Helen’s sake, 
J would think no occupation, no toil 
disgraceful, but even this may not be 
wanted; I may keep our marriage a 
Mr. Morrison 


secret from him.” 


looked at him earnestly—“ A secret, 
Mr, Thompson! and five persons by 
your own account witnesses of it.” 


| ‘¢ These people I can depend on; Sibe- 


lia’s foster brother and sister would ra- 
ther die than betray me; and Mr. 
Matthews * “Is a truly worthy 
man, but naturally so thoughtless and 
absent, that though his own life de- 
pended on it, it will, perhaps, be the 
first thing he talks of among his pas 
rishioners ; to say nothing of his wife 
and daughter! But there is now no 
help for it. See your uncle immedi- 
ately ; act as you think proper when 
you do see him, and let me know the 
‘result to-morrow. I must go, and 
calm the soul of my distressed child,” 
With reluctant steps Mr. Thompson 
left the house; he looked on what had 
passed as some dreadful dream; and 
his conduct appeared to him in its true 
light, little less than madness. He 
was now obliged to confess that it 
would be impossible to conceal it from 
his uncle. 

The night was beautiful; the full 
moon rose in all her splendor, with her 
attendant stars. Mr. Mandeville was 
walking in front of his house.— 
‘¢ Hah! Gilbert,” said he, ‘* where 
have you been all day? hah!’ Gil- 
bert stammered out something about 
Mr. Morrison’s. * Indeed, Mr. Mor- 
rison is a happy man to engage so 
much of your time; but I think you 
might be so charitable as to give your 
uncle part of it ; I am not fond of be- 
ing always alone, and you know too, 

















j very well, you ungrateful dog, that ! 
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love nobody’s company so well as 
your’s.” Here, with a good humored 
smile, he took his cane, and laid it 
across his shoulders, then taking his 
arm, he walked into the house with 
him. Gilbert’s heart smote him for 
deceiving so kind, so affectionate a 
friend ; but he was somewhat relieved 
from his fears of an immediate disco- 
very. Next day he hurried to Mr. 
Morrison’s; his Helen was still con- 


‘fined to her bed, but was more com- 


posed. He remained about an hour 
with them, and then returned home. 
H® found his uncle in charming spi- 
rits ; and for a considerable time after- 
wards his kindness and good humor 
seemed to increase, till at length Mr. 
Thompson’s fears entirely subsided, 
and he looked upon himself as the hap- 
piest of men. Even Mr. Morrison 
began to hope, that things would turn 
out not so ill,as he at first dreaded. 
While Helen, in the society of an ador- 
ed and adoring husband, forgot that 
there was a world beyond the parson- 
age. Mr. Mandeville took no notice 
of Gilbert’s absenting himseif so often 
from home; nor seemed to have the 
least suspicion of any thing amiss. 
One day he told him, it was now time 
to think of taking poor Sibelia home, 
and hoped that he would have no ob- 
jection toa trip to England. If the 
truth were really told, I suspect that 
Gilbert had, for the five or six last 
months, forgotten that he had a sister. 
* Take Sibelia home, Sir? why, I am 
sure she must be much better where 
she is.” ‘ Yes, Sir; very likely Si*,” 
said his uncle, with a sneer, * but I 
am sure my pocket will not be much 
the better for it.” He was struck 
dumb ; and his uncle gave his orders 
to him without taking notice of his too 
evident uneasiness. A hundred times 
he opened his lips, intending to speak 
of Helen, but an irresistible something 
kept him silent, and the secret sunk 
again to his own bosom. In a few days 
every thing was ready for his depar- 
ture; he pressed his Helen to his 
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heart in speechless anguish, while 
their venerable grandsire, now equall 

attached to both, lifted his tremblin 

hands over them, and invoked the 
blessing of Heaven on their heads.— 
* Farewell, Gilbert, best beloved of my 
soul! farewell forever! Never, no, 
never more shall thy Helen press thee 
to her fond bosom!” “ Suppress such 
ill-grounded fears, my life!” said he, 
while struggling to get the better of his 
own. ‘“* We shall yet be blessed in 
each other’s love ; we shall meet again, 
my Helen.” ‘“ In Heaven?” sighed 
Helen, and sunk into her grandfather’s 





arms in a state of insensibility. 

Mr. Thompson reached London in 
safety, found his sister well and tran- 
| quil, if not happy ; and as soon as he 
_gotevery thing settled, which was in 
the course of a few days, he returned 
to Orkney ; the rest is known. 


( To be continued. ) 


GOLD. 


It is somewhat surprising to me, 
that any writer possessed of his seven 
senses, should be so ridiculously cre- 
dulous, as to suppose himself capable 
of prejudicing the world against GoLp, 
that “* most acceptable and most beauti- 
ful of all ibings to mankind.”—And 
why should he wish it? Gold certain- 
ly constitutes the summum bonum of 
all our desires ; it conciliates both love 
and honor; and this has always been, 
and perhaps always will beso. The 
wise among the ancients paid so much 
respect for riches, that they made 
beatus, happy, and dives, rich, convert- 
ible terms, and the royal psalmist has 


carried the matter still further, for he, . 


like atrue Jew, makes riches as well 
as honor, the reward of piety, Psalm 
112, Poverty then is justly scorned ; 
and the most desirable qualification in 
man is riches! Who shall now say 


that wealth is too much prized, or in- 
deed sufficiently venerated, seeing that 








it is a sign of the favor of Heaven, a 
sure hold of the devotions of men, 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


and a load upon the wings of love, 
which makes him the rich man’s pri- 
soner and slave! But, possibly it may 
be, for I acknowledge that [ am not 
all-ewise, that though Heaven sometimes 
shews its blessings in the shape of 
riches, riches are not a/ways a proof of | 
its approbation, and the respect of men, 
and the love of women, which we pur- | 
chase with gold, are perhaps not ac- 
quisitions worthy of envy. B. 


inate 
VIRTUOUS LOVE. 

The felicities of an affectionate and 
virtuous couple are permanent, be- 
cause pure. They are the precious 
fragments of primeval constitution ; 
they are the scattered roses of Eden’s 
bower, which, though withered, have 
not even yet lost their fragrance. 

Sietashien inate aceite 
MARRIAGE, 


A bad husband, or a bad wife, is a 
decayed tooth, scarcely to be borne— 
dificult to be removed. The contrary 
is true of a good one ; deep fixation 
being in that case assured comfort. 
The union of a fond and pious pair, is 
like the lambent intermixture of two 
flames issuing from the same hallowed 


fre, and both aspiring towards their 
kindred sky ! 
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Nothing can excuse the want of 
rectitude: no situation in private life, 
and no political dilemma can justify a 
departure from moral principle. Vir- 
tue and happiness are inseparably con- 
nected ; they are like the heat and light 
of the sun, always warming, enlight- 
ening and invigorating the habitations 
of man. If you can lay down in your 
bed each night, and according to the 
advice of Pythagoras, review the trans- 
actions of the day, and find that your 
heart has been honest and pure, where 
is the man under the canopy of the 
sky, with whom you would change si- 
tuation? There is none. Rejoice 


then and be glad. Happiness is always | 


in your power, because you ean always 
be virtuous, 


LOUISA STANLY. 
( Continued. ) 
With a heart dwelling with various emotions, 


the happy Edwin hastened to welcome home 
the idol of his soul: he thought her more be- 


witchingly beautiful than ever; but the affec- 
tionate glances which gleamed from his eyes, 
were met by Louisa with coolness and indif- 
ference. Delworth, in all the charms of love, 
occupied her thoughts, and Edwin could not 
obtain a smile.” With heartfelt sorrow he be- 
held the failure of his hopes; for the conduct 
of Louisa was wondered at by all who saw the 
change, and vainly did Edwin try to discover 
the cause of it, till one day Louisa’s gaiety 
seemed to return, and he flattered bimself 
that his attentions had wrought this change, 
and that she would restore to him her friend- 
ship and smiles. Soon was he undeceived ; 
for, attea, the young Caroline, Lovisa’s sis- 
ter, suddenly exclaimed, “ In two days more 
Eliza will be with us ; I hope Mr. Delworth 
will come too—do you not wish it Louisa?” A 
rich vermillion crimsoned the cheek of Louisa 
at this appeal : she was silent; but the expres- 
sion which beamed in her eye, discovered to 
Edwin that he had a successful rival. As the 


. warm blood fied to the face of Miss Stanly, so 


did his rush back to his heart, as this idea 
flashed across his mind. Trembling with agi- 
tation, he arose to hand her tea-cup; and, in 
her averted countenance, he read the confirm- 
ation of his fears: Louisa loved another, and 
the hapless Edwin felt bereft of all that could 
make life desirable. In two days after this, a 
carriage stopping at the door, and a thunder. 
ing rap announced the lively Miss Mortimore . 
** lam come according to my promise, Louisa,” 
she cried; then turning to her cousin, who 
stood behind her—‘t Come Chazles, cannot you 
speak for yourself? He would omme, you must 
know, to bid you adieu before ae returned to 
worm-eaten books and musty parchments.” 
The pleasure Louisa felt at seeing him spark- 
led in her eye, and an enchanting smile played 
on her coral lips as he tenderly pressed her 
hand. Edwin happily was not there ; it would 
have inflicted another pang on his wounded 
heart. 
( To be continued, ) 
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The celebrated William Pitt, was frequent- 
‘ly known, when retired from public business) 
into the circle of his friends, to indulge in light 
and playful conversation, and even condescend 
,to pun. When enjoying himself with a convi- 
vial party at Walmer Castle, the expected in- 
vasion of the French was talked of; one of his 
friends asked him, “ What dependance *an 
you place upon your Cinque-Port volunteers, 
for you know some of them are millers, and 
others custom-house officers ?”” ** Oh!”’ ans were 
ed Pitt, “ they are the very men in whose mi- 
litary talents I can confide: every miller is a 
marshal Saxe, (sacks,) and every custom-housé 





\ officer a Cetar.”’ (seizer.) 
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POETRY. 


TO 





WHEN sickness hovers o’er thy bed, 
Then tet me bind thy aching head, 
Give to thy throbbing temples rest, 
And lull thee on my fairhful breast. 
Too happy would I be to share, 
Thy ew’ry pain, thy ev’ry care; _ 
To watch thee thro’ the lonely night, 
Still wakefu! with returning light, 
Let me in patient sufferance stand, 
And bathe with tears thy fever’d hand ; 
And keep thee safe from al! alarms, 
Supported in my trembling arms. 
The fragrance ot the op’ning rose, 
With ev’ry beauteous flower that blows, 
And all the children of the spring, 
To deck thy pillow I would bring : 
Then lead thee forth the breeze to meet, 
In some sequester’d cool retreat ; 
The languid hours would then beguile, 
And cheer thee with affection’s smile, 
Until again thy glowing cheek, 
Sho ala poanvaiie’ bealth bespeak, 
Then kindly pitving would’st thou see, 
The heart so true to love and thee, 
Sinking beneath its early doom, 
And hopeless resting on the tomb. 
Ah ! would’st thou then, with pious care, 
Enshrovd my limbs, and bind my hair ; 
From ruder hands my relies save, 
And lay me in a peaceful grave. 

MARY. 
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if n some burning desart plac'd, 
Sod hee forever doom’d to dwell ; 
Cr Topland’s wild and dreary waste, 
cay ne’er beam’d within my cell, 
vo friendship’s joys could cheer me ; 
» poverty held down, 
but one should me disown, 
1) »mile beneath misfortune’s frown, 
If still that one were near me. 
were my ph bestrewn with flow’rs, 
hat blnshing, breath’d their various sweets, 
\Vhere pleasure leads the rosv hours, 
’ Aad ev’ry breast with rapture beats ; 
, Ev’r this would fail to cheer me: 
No splendor could attract my sight ; 
No courtly joys my soul delight ; 
For life would seem an endless night, 
If Anna were not near me, 
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THE SETTING SUN. 


See the bright orb of day in darkness retire, 


While “a veil its glory, they quench not its 
a) 


| 
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| To far distant regions transported, it roves ; 

And to climates remote its splendor removes, 

Thus quickly this form shall in darkness be 
laid, 

| And dimly expire in death’s gloomy shade ; 

But the soul unextinguish’d, tho’ parted with 

pain, 

Shall rise from the dust with new lustre again; 

Exalted on high, its bright essence shal} shine, 

| An image proclaiming its Maker Divine. 
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HOPES AND FEARS. 


When Julia smiles, the face of day 

Is drest insweets, like genial May; 
The lustre of her azure éye, 

Her peachy cheek of rosy dye, 

Thrill my fond breast with soft desire, 
And heavenly languishment inspire ; 
But when she frowns, how glooms the sky, 
The lillies droop, the roses die ; 

A gloomy hue invests the trees, 

No scene delights, no beauties please ; 
My sick’ning soul delights to view, 
The silent tomb, the mournful yew ! 
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Lines written after perusing Lonp Brron’s 
Works. 
Titles exalt, but cannot give renown, 
From rank alone, no man can truly shine; 
The ray of genius springs from mind alone, 
Ard only that defies the hand of time. 
Was each mind equal in this state of things, 
And every mortal emulous of fame ; 
Byron’s bold thoughts borne on Apollo’s wings, 
Would, from their beauties, gild their mas- 
ter’s name. 
Accept then, Byron, from an humble pen, 
Another laurel round thy form to wave : 
Titles and wealth are soon forgot by men, 
The works of genius live beyond the grave. 
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On seeing Miss half masqued. 
O quite reveal that heavenly face! 
Where tove and all his cherubs play : 
So morn’s first blush in shades we trace, 
And anxiously invoke the day. 
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On @ person high extolling a Doctor of the name 
of Coox. 
Dr Coox you commend—in his praise I 
unite, 


Let a Cook be your Doctor, and all will be 
right. 
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